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We began this paper with a reference to the teachings of science and 
literature, and we shall end it in the same way. Books have told us of the 
sovereignty of the Strajbans of old and the Rathors of more recent times, 
The coins of Bactria and Kanauj have confirmed what these books have 
said of these races of rulers, and land-grants of the last mentioned dynasty 
have added to this confirmation. But neither book hor coin nor grant 
throws even the faintest ray of light on a people who possessed the land at 
a still more recent period ; and whose sway, over the territory inhabited by 
them, was for many centuries universal. The historians who might perhaps 
have been able to tell us the facts, are the Buddhists, or their successors the 
Jains, who have locally disappeared : from the Brahmans we are not likely 
to receive further information. Itis not, however, impossible that enquiries 
carefully conducted at Mount Abi, at Parisnath, and at Katmandi, may yet 
throw light upon a subject which is still involved in obscurity. The 
Ayodhya of old has always been intimately connected with those localities. 
Some half dozen of the Jain Hierarchs ( tirthankaras), who afterwards died 
at the first two mentioned of those places, were natives of Audh, and it 
was trom Abi that the Brahmanical revival gradually spread over the 
country which eventually reached even to Audh. The historians of those 
quarters may not have the same motives for secrecy that our Brahmans, 
who alone can have the information here, possess, and to them only can we 
therefore look satisfactorily to elucidate this mystery. 
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The Gate of Ecstacy. 


In the dusky alleys, 
Where grief dreams and dallies, 

Pause, O soul, nor seek the bowers of bliss ! 

| Drink the wine of sorrow: 
Whence shall lover borrow 

Strong endurance better than from this ? 
Moth, forbear thy yearning 
For the lamp’s bright burning ! 

See, the moonlight, from yon heaven’s abyss 
Sends her splendour welling 
Through our roofless dwelling ; 

See, O moth, there is no lamp like this ! 
In the tranced glamours 
Of our mystic amours 

Smile to smile and kiss replies to kiss. 

In the love and laughter 
Of the here or the hereafter 

No enchantment shall be found like this. 
Where my love reposes 
'Twixt the wine and roses 

Nothing, foolish heart, can chance amiss. 
Rest thee here, for never 
Through the long forever 

Shall we meet with happiness like this. 
In the heart’s recesses, 

Where the soul confesses, 

Burns the flambeau of my love, my bliss: 
Nor does breast of lover 
In earth’s confines cover 

Any purer brighter flame than this. 
Makhfi, where temptation 
Flaunts its invitation, 

Pause not, question not, nor be remiss : 
They who, onward slaving, 
Follow their heart’s craving, 

Ask not, need not any guide but this. 
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The Dervish’s Revel. 
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Wine we drink. ‘Take not the cup but from the hand frenzied with wine. 
Brothers all, gather ye close. Sympathy breeds fury divine. 


Here beside table and door, tumbled about, strew we the floor. 
Fill the glass, soberer host, drench us again drunk to the core. 


-Gard’ner mine ! tease not the coy moon with thy prayers, dark tho’ the night, 
Light enough,—as from a lamp, gleams from the eye drunkenly bright. 


Here before lords of the brain, why and till when, foolishly vain, 
Sett’st thou torth, crown of the feast, drunkard, thy soft ebriate strain ? 


Laughing thro’ tears sprinkle we aye salt on the soul bleeding and bare, ` 
Salted cakes are for the strayed, wandering, and lost, wholesomest fare. ; 


We amid wassail and wine chronicle truths, holy and sad : 
Let us be,—wisely we seek friends among rakes, drunken and mad. 


Note.—See Brown’s Derveshes, p. 224. “Their exercises consist, like those of 
the Ruf’ ees and other Orders, at first in seating themselves, and afterwards in rising 
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upright ; but in often changing the attitude, and in redoubling their agitation, even 
until they become overcome with fatigue, when they fall upon the floor motionless and 
Then the Shekh aided by his vicars employs no other means to 
draw them out of their state of unconsciousness than to rub their arms and legs and to 
breathe into their ears the words Ja tlaha til’ allah.’ | 
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The Mystics Choice. 
Mine be pure love, love that pursues its hest 
Through wild and desert ! mine the lone lament, 
The heart of Majntn, and his weary guest, 
And tears, and raiment rent ! 


Mine be the toil that overtasks the breath, 
‘The groan of pain, the agony of strife, 

The life that only lives to long for death, 
And death more dear than life! 


Mine be the wine of love, the deadly wine 
That floods, like lava, all the seething brain, 
Leaving the lips unslaked. Fell draught! be mine, 
My medicine and my bane. 


Mine be the shame, if others deem it shame, 
To love unloved, nor falter suffering wrong, 

Until beneath the earth my frame and name 
Be buried, and my song. | 
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